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An English Poet on "Poetry" 

with beauty in her own despite. They should expect no 
reward, for they will certainly receive none — why should 
they fare better than Shakespeare, Arnold, Shelley or 
Blake? And perhaps that is best. One may remember 
Athenian treatment of Socrates and Pheidias, and be patient 
with our people. They do not know that "the beautiful is 
hard." Herbert Trench 

Scttignano, Italy, Dec. 2nd, 1918 



A CORRECTION 

Alice Corbin regrets that the final version of her poem, 
Song of Sunlight, arrived from Santa Fe too late for re- 
vision of the text last month. We record it here, in order 
that subscribers may enter the change in their copies. The 
final stanza should read: 

Sunlight, I am mad with your light. 

Rocks, earth, 

I have never known you before. 

Suns, you are powdered like recks 

In my body. 

Earth, your red canyons 

Are sluiced through me, 

The crests of your hills 

Break over me — 

I ride upward to meet them. 
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